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Meeting the Master 


Dear Readers, 
This is Amartyaa again. You may remember me as the 
vidyadhari, the guardian angel, of that blessed soul, Satyam 
(see Satyam Tale 6, Great Escapes — Ed). Ever since he left his 
mortal frame through his accomplishment of mahasamadhi, 
with a ‘return-ticket’ in his hand, I’ve been eagerly awaiting 
his return. The bond of a ward with his guardian angel is not 
ephemeral but spans lifetimes, and although my ward has 
reached the pinnacle of spiritual evolution and perfection, 
and returns only for bahujan 
hitaaya bahujan sukhaya, the 
welfare and happiness of 
many, still it will be my great 
privilege and honour to be 
his guardian angel again. 
Although now the notion 
of who guards whom would 
perhaps be reversed .. . 

I must confess, I spend 
most of my spare time 
going through the extensive 
dossiers and files about 
him that I accumulated 
through the course of his 
extraordinary lifetime. The 
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innumerable people he inspired throughout his life never 
ceases to amaze me. And that inspiration was not just a 
passing phenomenon, but something that stayed with them 
through their whole life. The first impression is usually the 
last impression, they say, and in Satyam’s case, that ‘last’ 
impression really lasted their whole life. I started compiling 
these first encounters with Satyam, swaantasukhaay, for my 
own joy and pleasure, but soon this compilation acquired a 
life of its own, filled with the sublime sentiments of gratitude, 
inspiration, love, homage and devotion for a Master whose 
all-embracing affection and awareness touched all these 
devotees and disciples to the core of their being. It is this 
little treasure-trove of touching testimonies and indelible 
memories which I now present to you. 

I like to call them encounters of the third kind, for they 
belong to a domain beyond body and mind, in a realm where 
spirit meets spirit and ignites the spark of illumination. 
My list begins with someone who is truly one with Satyam 
in spirit. Yes, you guessed right, gentle reader, it is Swami 
Niranjan, and I’ve gleaned some nice details about his first 
meeting with his guru. 


Being held in his arms 


To be honest, I’m not quite sure where exactly to begin with 
this one. When I was discussing this with Aniketaa, Swami 
Niranjan’s guardian angel, over a cup of coffee at Café 
Andromeda, she said, “It would be a trifle presumptuous 
to isolate the ‘first’ meeting between two exalted souls who 
have obviously been together over lifetimes. Why, did not 
Swami Satyananda ‘meet’ Swami Niranjan at Gangotri and 
subsequently invoke him as his manas-putra? Then again, 
the day Swami Niranjan was born, did not the two of them 
meet again on a high spiritual plane?” 


“What do you mean?” I asked, not sure about what she 
was implying. 

“Arre! Don’t you remember the dream your ‘ward’ had 
the day my ‘ward’ was born?” 

Ah! How could I have forgotten that dream! In that 
dream Satyam had seen himself in a garden, beautiful yet 
bereft of any flowers. Then suddenly he saw a big rose bloom 
and spread its fragrance throughout the garden. That rose 
was none other than Niranjan telling Satyam he had come. 

These meetings belong to the subtle dimensions, let me 
describe the first physical meeting in little Niranjan’s own words: 
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Ammaji tells me that when I was just a month old, Swamiji 
came on his way from Bombay to Bhagalpur and stayed for 
five days. When he arrived, grandmother put me in his lap. He 
held me for two minutes, then said, ‘Take the baby from me. 
| might drop him!’ There is also a photograph from that time. 
When | look at it now, | laugh so much! 


Since I don’t want to leave Swami Niranjan so soon, let’s read 
about his first ‘conscious’ memory of being with his guru: 


My first memory of Sri Swamiji goes back to when | must have 
been approximately two and a half years old. | saw somebody 
seated and | was holding on to the shoulders of that person 
with my little hands. Everywhere around me there was this 
beautiful orange glow enveloping me. | recalled this memory 
many years later and told Ammaji about it. She recounted that 
in May 1962, Sri Swamiji had come to Rajnandgaon and stayed 
at our house for about twenty days. In the evenings Sri Swamiji 
would give satsang on the premises of the local Bengal Nagpur 
Cotton mills. One day, when Sri Swamiji was giving satsang, 
they had taken me along and let me run free. So what | had 
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done was, | had climbed onto the bed on which Sri Swamiji 
was seated. He had his dhoti wrapped around his shoulders; it 
was a warm summer evening. | had gone under his upper cloth 
dhoti and was holding onto his back. The dhoti had covered 
me completely. | was inside, holding onto the bare body of Sri 
Swamiji with my little hands, and because the dhoti was around 
me, the light filtering through was geru-ish and that was my 
memory: being surrounded by a very beautiful glow of geru. 


My Shankaracharya 

After that touching memoir, I must mention about Swami 
Dharmashakti, Satyam’s first disciple who became the 
medium to bring Satyam’s manas-putra, Niranjan, into this 
world, and who along with her husband, Satyabrat, became 
the pillars of Satyam’s nascent mission. The couple had gone 
to Sivananda Ashram, Rishikesh, in 1953 to attend the World 
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Conference of Religions organized by Swami Sivananda. 
What happened next is best described in her own words: 


In April of 1953, during the first darshan in Rishikesh 
itself, | had seen Swami Satyam in the form of Adiguru 
Shankaracharya and Sant Jnaneshwar. On 7th June 1956, when 
he came to Nandgram for the first time, at the station he had 
looked at me and said, “Mother, you . . .” and when he had 
alighted from the car at our door and | had offered flowers at 
his feet, he had laughed and said, “ . . . so finally | have reached 
your home.” | was reminded of Shankaracharya’s words, 
“Mother! | had promised that | would come to your side 
during your final moments, and now I’ve kept my promise.” 
And | thought, “He is indeed my Shankaracharya!” | had been 
waiting for my Shankaracharya all these days, now placing 
Swami Satyananda on that pedestal | felt blessed indeed. 


Reading this file at the Café Andromeda, Aniketaa 
had remarked, “Prophetic words indeed! When Swami 
Dharmashakti cast off her mortal coil on 12th February 
2013, Satyam indeed came to take her along on the journey 
beyond.” Yes, I had myself seen the physical signs of that 
extraordinary event, when Satyam descended to the physical 
realm to fulfil a pledge made to a disciple long ago... 


Sankalpa putri 

If Swami Niranjan is Satyam’s manas-putra then Swami 
Satangi is his sankalpa-putri. Truly, her life has been 
moulded by Satyam’s sankalpa. Shortly after graduating 
from college, her destiny led her to a job as an air hostess 
with Air-India. She began travelling the world, meeting 
new and exciting people, and experiencing different world 
cultures. She kept her own apartment in Mumbai, had an 
active social life, and even worked part-time as a fashion 
model and documentary filmmaker. By all accounts, her life 
was a thriving success at the material level, even at such a 
young age. Destiny, or should I say, Satyam’s sankalpa, had 
other plans however. Even as her external life blossomed, in 
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her private, inner world she was beginning to get glimpses 
of other dimensions of her own self. At this time, when 
the world around her was full of glitz and glamour, Swami 
Satsangi experienced several inner awakenings which caused 
her to begin questioning the purpose of life, leading her 
to her guru in the late 1970s. Her first encounter with the 
Bihar School of Yoga was at a yoga class in Mumbai. There 
she saw Sri Swamiji’s photograph, and within days she was in 
Munger to meet the person she had recognized as her guru. 
During that first meeting, Swami Satyananda said to Swami 
Satsangi, “You will play a part in my future mission.” 


Swami Niranjan says about her, “Nobody knew Sri Swamiji 
better than Swami Satsangi. For over thirty years she served 
him, and in all that time she never left his side. In all the years 
with her guru, she accepted his will, and this compliance 
became her strength. Swami Satsangi allowed her guru to 
mould her into a form that perfectly suited his needs. Sri 
Swamiji once asked me, ‘Niranjan, who do you think is the 
most capable transmitter of my teachings?’ | answered, ‘Swami 
Satsangi.’ To this day, nobody has imbibed his teachings so 
thoroughly, nobody has been so completely undone by him, 
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nor has anyone been reconstructed so beautifully. Every great 
accomplishment in her life is due to the learning she imbibed 
from her guru. She is a disciple in the truest sense of the word, 
a true sankalpa-putri.” 


All questions answered 


I want to share a reminiscence from one of my oldest files 
now. It is from Swami Shankarananda, one of Satyam’s 
earliest disciples, who contributed a lot to his yoga mission. 
He was working in the education department of the state 
government when his relationship with Satyam began 
in 1965. Satyam had organized the second World Yoga 
Convention in Munger and a friend told him, “There is a 
sannyasin in Munger who runs an ashram and they are going 
to hold a convention. If you would like to attend, you can 
come along. The delegate fee is only fifteen rupees for seven 
days.” This is what happened next . . . 


| paid up and became a delegate. | would go every morning 
and return in the evening. On my first evening, | had Sri 
Swamiji’s darshan for the first time. It felt like ‘I was destined to 


come here and now | have arrived’. What happened in those 
seven days of the convention are lost to me because | only 
kept looking at Sri Swamiji, waiting for him to speak. 

When the function ended, my children said that they would 
like to learn yoga and | told Sri Swamiji about this. In those 
days there were fifteen-day courses conducted by Sri Swamiji 
himself. In the morning, the whole family would come to 
attend the classes. During that period, certain problems arose 
in my office as well as some family related issues which were 
causing quite a lot of concern and difficulty. | thought that | 
would ask Sri Swamiji about these matters. In those days Sri 
Swamiji would give darshan in the room beside the hall. We 
went in and I sat in the farthest corner. 

The satsang was in progress with about ten to fifteen 
people. During the satsang he said, “Premchaitanya, are 
you listening?” Sri Swamiji had already given me the name 
‘Premchaitanya’ and then he carried on. Later he called out my 
name again and asked, “Are you listening?” When we came 
out, my wife and | looked at each other. She presumed that 
| had told Sri Swamiji all about our problems and | thought 
it was she who had done so. | received answers to all my 
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questions in exactly the same sequence which were in my 
mind. That was the first meeting! 


The reluctant Jew 


Not only could Satyam read one’s mind, but one’s whole 
personality, as Rishi Nityabodhananda from Australia was 
to find out. When he came to Munger in 1969, he thought 
that he was coming to a meditation teacher. He did not know 
what a guru was. A lady in a bookshop in Sydney had told 
him that in India they have these people called gurus who 
removed the obstacles in meditation so that you could see 
the light, and that’s where he went. Once in India, he looked 
at the list he had and there was the Bihar School of Yoga. His 
meditation teacher in Sydney had said, ‘He is a very powerful 
teacher, you should go and see him.’ This is what happened 
when he finally went and saw him: 


When | came to the ashram in Munger, it was the 31st 
of October, the day before the kriya yoga course which 
started on 1st November. First of all, | found a bed and then 
| wandered out. There were two rooms, ‘Ajna’ and ‘Bindu’ 
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and there was a man sitting outside with a row of chairs in 
front of him and some people with whom he was talking. | 
sat down and listened to what he was saying. | had always 
been a reluctant Jew. This is a person who has grown up in 
a discriminated Jewish area, where people always say, “Oh, 
Jew!” A friend of the family said, “You better not tell anyone 
you are Jewish.” 

| didn’t know who Swami Satyananda was, there was just a 
man talking, and he said, “Jews make great scientists.” My ears 
pricked up, | sat up a little straighter and then he said, “They 
make great musicians. And they are very good writers. And 
the best swamis.” Then he added, “But they are a little tight 
with money.” Later on | found that this was going to be the 
meditation teacher or the guru and that was my introduction 
to Sri Swami Satyananda. 

He had had no introduction to me other than a small 
postcard | had sent. He did not know if | was from Australia 
or America, just that | knew English because it was written on 
the postcard. Yet, he seemed to know my whole culture and 
my psychological situation of being a reluctant Jew. It was his 


insight that gave him the clue on how to initiate what would 
become a lifelong relationship. 


Rishi Nityabodhananda went on to complete the three- 
year sannyasa training course in Munger, then stayed and 
taught at the Dhanbad ashram for eight years. He returned 
to Munger in the eighties assisting with the construction 
activities at Ganga Darshan. He returned to Australia to look 
after a new centre in Sydney and has since been propagating 
yoga and authoring insightful books on the subject. A 
lifelong relationship indeed! 


Destined to become his disciple 

Swami Pragyamurti has been a pillar of Satyam’s mission 
in the West. For over fifty years she has been spreading 
his message and teachings in England, Europe, and even 
beyond in South Africa. Her work with prison inmates and 
AIDS patients has been truly inspirational and remarkable. 
And her meeting with her guru was no less remarkable . . . 


I met Sri Swamiji’s yoga in the early 1960s through a teacher 
who had just come back from India and was offering yoga 
classes. She taught asana, pranayama and yoga nidra and | fell 
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in love with the teachings. | finally met Sri Swamiji only in the 
late 60s. When I heard that he was coming to France, | went to 
meet him with some friends from those yoga classes. We had 
a seminar in a chateau with a gorgeous parkland off the north 
coast of France. In the very first class, | was shown to a seat in 
the front row. Little did | know what was going to happen! 

In those days, Sri Swamiji was teaching all the classes 
himself, asana, pranayama, everything. When he came into the 
room, | looked into his eyes and ended up crying throughout 
the entire asana class. One of the swamis noticed my tears 
and ushering me out, helped me wash my face. Then she said, 
“Get back in there!” So | went back in and Sri Swamiji said, 
“Come and see me later.” | had an appointment with him and 
he told me that I was destined to become his disciple, that he 
had had a dream years ago of people he must touch and who 
would become his disciples. | was amongst the people that he 
had seen in his visions, so he knew | must become one of his 
disciples. | was stunned. 

| came back to London 
after the yoga weekend in 
France and my life has never 
been the same since. He 
is my guru and | am his 
disciple, and he told me then 
that | must start teaching 
yoga. | was a model agent 
at the time and | had some 
of the best looking guys 
in London on my books. 
| wore three pairs of false 
eyelashes, had long blonde 
hair and was a very stylish 
woman in those days. As it 
happened, he got me sacked 
from my own agency and 
had me move into the house 
in which | still live in Balham. 


14 


Until that point, | had been practising yoga for my own 
personal satisfaction. All of a sudden, students started to turn 
up at my door, telling me that they had come for my yoga 
classes. He must have guided me in the yoga classes because 
| had never done a teacher training class in my life! 


Life turned all around and upside down 

It definitely looks like Swami Pragyamurti had been 
swooped from up-above by the eagle-like Satyam. Now let 
us meet Swami Sivamurti from down-under and see what 
her experience was like in the inspiring presence of Satyam. 
Swami Sivamurti was born and raised in Australia but under 
Satyam’s guidance and inspiration was instrumental in 
taking the message of yoga to many places and people. 


| was a spiritual seeker with a deep need to find answers to 
the questions of life. | wrote to about ten different ashrams in 
India. | didn’t know them but had just picked the names out of 
a directory. Something in the letter that | received as a reply 
from the Bihar School of Yoga attracted me, so | chose to go 
there. After travel by air, rail and road, | arrived at the old BSY 
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one evening. | knew nothing about Sri Swamiji, nor did | have 
any understanding of what an ashram was. This was in 1975. 
When I asked who was in charge, the reply from everyone was 
“Swamiji” and that he was away. On asking when he would 
be back, | was told, “At the right time!” All these answers were 
extremely strange to me. The days passed, the weeks passed 
and still Sri Swamiji had not returned. | remember writing in my 
diary, ‘I think | have come to the wrong place’. | spent the time 
doing karma yoga and asking the different swamis there, ‘Who 
is this Swamiji that we are all waiting for?’ Although they did 
not give any direct answers, it was the expression in their eyes 
that was so inspiring that | thought, ‘I have to stay, however 
long it takes, and meet this person’. 

After about three and a half weeks, there was a tooting 
at the gate, everyone rushed in that direction apart from me 
because | didn’t know what was happening. The news came 
around that Sri Swamiji had arrived. It was just before lunch, 
the bell went and | went for lunch. Swami Atmananda came 
rushing up to me and said, “Swamiji is calling you,” and | was 
gripped by a sudden fear. Somehow subconsciously | realized 
that | was going to meet a person who was going to change 
my life and turn it all around and upside down. He was sitting 


in a small tent with other swamis. The impact of that first 
meeting is still with me today. | was engulfed in waves of an 
experience | have never had in my life before and | have never 
had it since. An overwhelming experience of bliss and love and 
everything | had been searching for. | realized | was meeting 
the person | had been looking for all my life. 

| had so many questions but they had all vanished. He 
spoke to me like you would speak to a small child to make 
them feel comfortable, asking me how | was, whether | was 
comfortable, did | have any problems, did | need to go out 
of the ashram, was | finding it restricting being in one place 
for so long. | answered in monosyllables because there was 
this overwhelming feeling washing through me. After this 
short conversation of me answering in monosyllables and 
him asking various commonplace questions, he said to make 
myself comfortable, to live here, to learn as much as | could 
and to spend as much time as | liked and to feel at home. That 
moment changed my whole life. 


The following year Swami Sivamurti was sent to Greece with 
the mission to spread the teachings of Satyananda Yoga 
there. She held classes and lectures in many cities around 
Greece and founded the Satyanandashram, Hellas, in 1978. 


Since then, along with her work in Greece, she has worked 
to establish and spread Satyananda Yoga in many other 
countries in Europe. 


A scientist and a yogi 

Oriental or occidental, young or old, man or woman, layman 
or scholar — no one was immune to the charms of Satyam’s 
inspiring and majestic personality. Rishi Vasishthananda was 
one such scholar and scientist totally bowled over by Satyam. 


| met Sri Swamiji in Vienna, Austria in 1968. My background 
in yoga and classical Indian philosophy was gained by years 
of study of the texts. Lacking the availability in the West of a 
master of yoga of the calibre described in the shastras | had 
memorized the Yoga Sutras of Patanjali as my guru for my 
personal practice. My day job was research scientist for IBM 
engaged in the mathematical definition of computation. So 
| was a yogi and scholar engaged in fulltime scientific work. 
My main personal problem at the time as a yogi was the 
lack of a sadguru, one who could guide me spiritually as 
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well as intellectually or philosophically. | had met many but 
none inspired me. Sri Swamiji arrived and immediately we 
could converse at length about any aspect of yoga, Vedanta, 
tantra, etc. But most importantly, his practical instruction in 
yoga yielded almost instantaneous results, was ingeniously 
adapted to the needs and abilities of the practitioners, and 
passed on to these practitioners in such a way as to enable 
them to immediately teach others. All these attributes of his 
manner of teaching made clear to me at once that here was 
an extraordinary yogi solidly based on a vast knowledge of 
yoga tradition on the one hand, and on his unceasing personal 
experimenting with each and every yogic sadhana in order to 
verify the fruits promised by the sadhana, on the other hand. 


Rishi Vasishthananda, along with his wife, Rishi Arundhati, 
went on to establish yoga centres in many European cities 
and were instrumental in the collection, compilation and 
publication of Satyam’s lectures and satsangs from his 
European tours. They also contributed a lot to the mission 
of bringing yoga to children. 
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Finding the Guru 

If Rishi Vasishthananda was able to find in Satyam someone 
he could discuss tantra with, Swami Kaivalyananda could use 
tantra to be able to find Satyam! Yes, strange as it may sound, 
here is his experience in his own words: 


It was a habit of my parents to often invite saints and swamis. 
| used to attend their satsangs. After some time, there were 
some spiritual enquiries: Who is God and where does He live? 
How should | worship Him? | used to ask these noble persons 
these questions, and they would tell me, “Until you find your 
guru you will not learn anything.” So I started searching for my 
guru. One day, my uncle, who was a great tantric, had given 
me the sadhana of how to get a guru. That sadhana had to be 
done at night. After doing it | became very restless. | prayed 
that | would not live for even one more day in that house. | 
was coming nearer to my guru and | felt that something unique 
was going to happen to prove that. 

That same day Sri Swamiji came to the city and when | saw 
him, heard him and met him, | felt very sure that he was the 
personality who was going to guide me for the rest of my life. 
Then | thought, ‘How can | live near him?’ He was going to 
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start the three-year sannyasa training course in 1970. He had 
enrolled 108 persons and I was lucky to be one of them! 

There were no difficulties leaving family and home because 
I was happy. Everything that had happened to me previously 
had prepared me and so | came to Munger. | entered through 
a little gate. Whenever I close my eyes, I can visualize the first 
time | came to the ashram and entered through that gate. | 
was Called in front of Sri Swamiji and that was an extraordinary 
experience. His whole body was shining like a heavenly force. 
Every day of the course turned out to be special, there was not 
a single moment that was not extraordinary. 


Swami Kaivalyananda was sent to South America where he 


was instrumental in taking the message of yoga to many 
countries. He did that in Spanish, the native language of the 
region, which he picked up in less than a month without any 
formal instruction or training. An extraordinary feat indeed! 


Wet feet, blank mind 
Swami Anandananda is from Italy but met Satyam in 


Australia for the first time. He had met a swami from 
Munger there in 1978 and came to know about Swami 
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Satyananda. He decided to meet him because this swami had 
made a strong impression on him. And this is how that first 
meeting transpired . . . 


In May 1979, | went to a program in Sydney and saw Sri 
Swamiji for the first time. He was sitting on the stage and | was 
sitting way back inside this huge tent. He sang a kirtan, gave 
a lecture but | do not remember what the lecture was about. 
The next day there was mantra diksha and | went to receive 
mantra diksha from him. There was a long queue despite heavy 
rain and | went in with my dripping socks leaving mud and 
water on the floor behind me. Sri Swamiji was sitting beside 
a small fire. 

My mind went blank. | had so many questions but nothing 
came. Sri Swamiji patiently waited till | found my mala and 
remembered what I had to ask him. He gave me the mantra, 
then asked, “What else?” He gave me the symbol and asked, 
“What else?” Then | remembered, “Oh, name!” “Okay, name.” 
| left with the knowledge in my heart that | had found all | was 
looking for: a guru and a purpose in life. 
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The purpose of his life fructified when he started teaching 
yoga in Italy and established the Scuola di Yoga Satyananda 
Ashram there and also founded an organization for the 
translation and distribution of ashram publications in Italian. 
His work for the propagation of yoga continues to grow 
with courses, seminars, projects in schools and courses in 
specialized sectors. 


What’s in a name 

On the one hand there is Swami Anandananda, who was 
twice blessed, or should I say twice blissed to receive such 
a bliss-filled name from Satyam, then on the other we have 
Swami Gorakhnath, who thinks that some people have all 
the fun and some are left with none. He is referring to the 
absence of Ananda in his name. III let him tell the story of 
his meeting and his name himself. . . 


| first saw Sri Swamiji at a convention in Raigarh in 1968 and 
was totally mesmerized by his personality. Then he came 
to our town Bilaspur for a convention again in 1970, and | 
participated whole-heartedly. 
Together with a few other 
teenage schoolboys, we set 
up a token system to manage 
the footwear of the hundreds 
of people coming to the 
venue. Everyone appreciated 
our efforts. When the 
program ended | knew | 
had to speak to Sri Swamiji. 
| followed him to the place 
where he was staying. Of 
course | was stopped outside 
his room by his sannyasin 
disciples. | kept trying to tell 
them that | only wanted to 
speak to Swamiji for a few 


minutes. Hearing the commotion outside Swamiji called out 
from inside, “What is all the fuss about?” When the sannyasins 
said that a young boy is insisting on talking to you, he just said, 
“Let him come.” | went in and Sri Swamiji asked me, “What 
do you want?” “To be with you,” | replied. “Fine. Finish your 
studies and come,” he said. 

I was in seventh heaven. School and studies held no charm 
for me anymore. A month later | got on a train with the money 
for my school fees in my pocket, and without even knowing 
where Munger was, somehow managed to reach our old 
ashram. Soon after, Sri Swamiji said that he was going to be 
travelling for a few months. At that time, he gave me the name 
Swami Gorakhnath Saraswati. | did not know the real meaning 
of the name. All the sannyasins used to tease me about it 
because there was no ‘ananda’ at the end of my name. They 
would say that Swamiji would ask me to leave the ashram 
at any time. After a while | started thinking that they were 
right. So the day Sri Swamiji returned, | ran to him and said, 
“Swamiji, please change my name.” When he asked me the 
reason, | told him that | didn’t have ‘ananda’ at the end of my 
name, everyone was saying that Swamiji could ask me to leave 
at any time. He said, “All right, add it - Gorakhnathananda.” 
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That sounded even more strange! Then he said to me, “Silly 
fellow! | gave you such a nice name and you ask me to change 
it.” Then he explained the real meaning of the name he had 
given me, and that settled the matter. | really liked my name 
from that time! 


A journey across lifetimes 

From names to lives, Satyam transformed them all. Perhaps 
he was continuing a process he had initiated long ago, 
possibly many lifetimes before. At least that is how Swami 
Vedantananda experiences it: 
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In the early 70s, | was given the first edition of Asana 
Pranayama Mudra Bandha and | was really touched by the 
simplicity of the book and the depth as well. In 1983, | found 
out that Sri Swamiji was coming to London so | decided to 
go and see him. | remember walking into a hall full of bald, 
orange-robed people and being a country girl, | thought, ‘Oh 
my God! What is this?’ Sri Swamiji came and gave satsang. | 
felt like ‘This is the person | have been waiting to meet all my 
life’. When | was a small child | used to think that someone 
was always watching over me. On a particular street | used to 
imagine that someone would stop their car and take me on 
a different journey. When | met Swamiji in London in 1983 | 
realized that the someone was him. 

He answered all my questions without me having to ask 
them. By lunch time, | found myself in the queue for a private 
interview. The lady behind me asked if | had seen Sri Swamiji 
before and I said, “No.” She said, “Well, what are you going 
to ask him?” | said, “I don’t know.” She said, “Well, ask for a 
mantra,” so | said, “Thanks very much.” When she asked if | 
had anything for him, | said, “No, just me.” 

Soon it was my turn to go in the door and it was meant to 
be a private interview. | opened the door and Sri Swamiji was 
sitting in the middle of the room with Swami Satsangi next to 
him and there was a wall of orange swamis. | thought, ‘This 
is supposed to be a private interview! What are all of them 
doing here?’ At which point, Sri Swamiji burst out laughing. 
Immediately | knew that he could read my mind and | needed 
to be careful! Anyway, | asked for mantra and basically that 
was the turning point in my life. | was no longer in control and 
began that different journey. 

In 1985, | took initiation into poorna sannyasa and at that 
time | had a dream. | dreamt that Swamiji was lying on the 
floor and I was sitting at his head, holding his head in my hands 
and like this he died. Some years later in a satsang | asked 
Swami Niranjan about this dream. He said that it was a very 
beautiful dream for it meant that Swamiji had been my guru in 
a previous life. | hope we meet again. 
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Swami Vedantananda’s ‘different journey’ took her 
across various countries and continents in the mission of 
propagating yoga. She taught in many places including 
Australia, Greece and England, and after Swami Niranjan 
appointed her as the European Guardian of Yoga, she 
established a retreat centre in the countryside in Portugal for 
providing in-depth yogic training and ashram experience to 
serious yogic aspirants. 


I have many more such reminiscences to share but 
limitations of space constrain me to end here. Meeting one’s 
master is a matter beyond the intellectual realm, pertaining 
to the heart and spirit, and hence words can only do so much 
Justice to it. But I hope, gentle reader, that I have been able 
to convey some of the magic of meeting the master. TIl let 
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these words of the ‘twice-blissed’ Swami Anandananda sum 
up the subject... 


Definitely the relationship with Sri Swamiji has something to 
do with the heart. It is not a mental or logical thing. | tried very 
hard to understand it but | could not. I am a man born in Africa 
and living in Europe and | have this strange relationship with 
this man from India, my entire life is connected with this person. 
Logically, there is no sense or reason, but at the same time the 
intensity and the depth of feeling and sentiment . . . it definitely 
means that there is something. What that something really is | 
do not know, | only know that | am very grateful to him. 

To have the understanding and the feeling that with all my 
idiosyncrasies, complications, negativities, he had accepted 
me, he had trusted me, overwhelms me completely. He always 
made me feel a part of everything. Whatever | am today, | 
owe it to Sri Swamiji. | am grateful to life to have had such a 
meeting, such an encounter, such a direction in life. There is 
nothing else that | would consider in life to be complete. 


Available Satyam Tales Titles 


1. Diggaja 2. Mystics from Moon 3. The Daredevil Dolphin 4. Lessons for Life 
From elephant to super-elephant A journey through space Making a leap of faith A disciple’s ongoing journey 
5. Great Escapes 6. Humans and Superhumans 7. The Ancient Astra 8. Grandpa’s Memories 
Memoirs of a guardian angel The touch of grace An invocation and a resurrection About the man who never slept 
9. Divine Play 10. The Gift of Peace 11. The Yogi and the Maya 12. Om Niranjan 
A loving connection with the celestials A precious bequest Renewing an ancient bond Realizing godhead in guru 
13. Dhoom-Dhaam 14. Sodium and Potassium 15. Spike the Hedgehog 16. The Crew 
Program, download and print The play of Kamala and Kali And his open-heart surgery For the welfare and happiness of many 
17. An aim, an ity, a ness 18. Destiny’s Child 19. My Friend Namrata 20. A Ray of Joy 
and a ment When guru becomes the guide Not just a blade of grass That lit up the earth and sky 


Watchwords that spell success 


21. The City of Yoga 22. At Satyam’s feet 23. The Amazing Dog Trick 24. Glory to a Rishi 

Not just a name An incomparable offering Living the teachings The saga of Padma Bhushan 

25. Diggaja Returns 26. Yoga Everywhere 27. Ma Ganga 28. Holidays in Munger 

To relearn the a-b-c of discipleship World culture indeed And her beloved sons A true homecoming 

29. A Village Transformed 30. Descent of the Divine 31. Homage to a Rishi 32. A Star in Heaven, A 

A sannyasin’s sankalpa for the welfare A disciple’s loving offering to his guru A little disciple’s poetic tribute to Flower on Earth 

and happiness of many her guru A balyogi’s first floral tribute to his guru 


33. Yoga Nidra 34. I am a Sannyasin 35. Save Ganga 36. Adapt Adjust Accommodate 
Gold for this age A life of service and dedication A wakeup call for all Sutras from Shiva’s household for the 


whole world 


37. Life is Worship 38. Satyam and Hanuman 39. The Car of Life 40. Yoga Unites 


Laugh, Love, Live Siddhis with a difference On the yogic route From shore to shore 


41. Open Up 
And unlock yourself with yoga 


LICATIO, 
Que NS.» 
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